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H
elen 
w
a
s 
a 
cold 
w
o
m
an
. 
There 
w
a
s 
n
o
 
other 
w
o
rd to d
esc
ribe her 
_
 
she 
w
a
s 
a
s 
a
u
stere 
a
nd 
aloof 
as 
a 
sheet 
of 
g
ray 
cliff
.
 
N
e
v
e
r 
did 
her 
fa ce 
betray 
her inner 
thoughts. 
Sorrow
,
 happiness
,
 
pain
,
 fe
a
r 
se
e
m
ed 
n
e
v
e
r to hav
e pricked 
her 
so
u!. 
There 
w
e
re
 
no 
lines in her 
face to betray sU
ffering
.
 
She 
w
a
s 
silent
,
 
cold H
elen
,
 a
nd 
n
o
n
e 
of her frie
nds knew
 
m
o
re
 th
a
n
 
a handful 
of 
stories 
about her 
guarded 
e
xisten ce. 
H
elen 
w
a
s 
n
ot beautifuI, for 
at fifty 
o
nly her 
sh
a
rp
,
 gray 
eyes 
se
e
m
ed 
to be 
alive. 
She 
w
a
s 
v
e
ry 
tal! 
a
nd 
straight, 
a
nd h
e
r figure 
w
a
s 
as 
thin 
a
nd 
m
a
n
nish 
as it had been thirty ye
a
rs before. 
H
er 
w
iry 
a
uburn 
ha ir 
w
a
s 
c
ropped 
close 
to
 
her head
,
 a
nd it sw
epl up fro
m
 her 
w
ide 
forehead in deep 
w
a
v
e
s
.
 
The 
clear gray 
eyes w
e
re
 set in 
w
el! 
m
olded 
so
ckets
,
 a
nd 
her high 
cheek /;)ones 
sw
o
oped to 
a 
v
e
ry 
square jaw. 
H
"" 
t'<v
"
"
'th
 -Wa~ large 
a
nd 
lo
o
se, 
a
nd her 
a
ristocratic 
n
o
se 
w
a
s long 
a
nd thin, giving 
a pinched 
e
xpress ion to 
her features. 
The pince-nez 
w
hich 
she 
W
ore 
c
o
n
stantly 
o
nly 
intensified 
that 
c
a
rv
ed 
c
o
u
ntenance
.
 
H
elen
's 
c
olor 
w
a
s 
brow
n
,
 
a
nd from
 
the tip 
of her doe 
skin 
o
xfords to the pe
ak 
of her large-brim
m
ed 
K
nox
,
 
she 
w
as 
cIad in brow
n 
_
 
alw
ays 
brow
n. 
She w
a
s a 
spectacula
r 
w
o
m
a
n
 
w
ithout 
intending to be 
so
. 
H
e
rs 
w
a
s 
the fa
m
e
 
of driving the first 
cal' in tow
n
,
 
of 
sm
ok-
ing the first 
cig
a
rette, 
of w
e
a
ring the first 
trousers, 
of fiYing 
the 
first 
plane
.
 
She 
w
a
s daring 
a
nd
,
 
a
s 
a young 
w
o
m
a
n
, dis-
tantly 
co
v
eted 
by 
m
eno 
B
ut 
n
o
 
m
a
n
 
had 
e
v
e
r possessed her; 
n
o
 
m
a
n
 had e
v
e
r 
dared 
try 
to 
c
o
nfront 
her
.
 
She 
fro
ze 
tho¡¡e ildm
irers 
w
ith h
e
r 
steely 
eyes 
a
nd 
se
nt th
e
m
 b
a
ck 
to
 
m
o
re
 
w
elc
o
m
ing front 
p
o
rch
es
.
 
H
ele
n
 h
ad 
n
ot n
e
ed
ed 
m
e
n
 in her life. 
She had h
e
r 
esta te, left to
 h
e
r by a doting 
fath
e
r
,
 
sh
e h
ad h
e
r d
ogs 
a
nd ho
rse
s 
a
nd 
ca
rs 
-
a
nd 
sh
e h
ad 
h
e
r 
m
o
th
e
r. 
T
h
e 
tall
,
 slim
 H
elen alw
ay
s ad
o
red her m
o
thcr
.
 
Pl'ob
ably 
beca u
se
 
sh
e 
w
a
s 
her 
e
x
a
ct 
oPp
o
site
.
 
Sh
e 
w
a
s 
sm
al! 
a
nd 
helple
ss 
a
nd 
gay
,
 
a
nd 
sh
e 
u
nd
e
rstood 
her 
sile
n
t 
d
a
ughte
r 
a
s 
w
ell 
a
s 
a
nyone 
c
o
uld 
u
nd
e
r
_
 
sta
nd h
e
r
.
 
She k
n
e
w
 the girl had b
c
e
n
 
o
v
e
rw
h
elm
ed by 
a passionately 
affection_ 
ate fath
e
r 
a
nd pam
pered by tw
o 
spinster 
a
u
nts 
w
ho h
ad 
so
 greatly im
pre
ssed 
Up
o
n
 
h
er th
e 
stre
ngth 
oí her Ow
n
 indep
e
nd
c
n
c
c
 
th
at 
sh
e h
ad Com
e 
to 
se
e
 
the 
m
ale 
;:¡s 
a 
si11y 
a
ninlal 
w
ith lu
sts for 
th
e fle
sh 
o
nly. 
H
e
r 
m
o
th
e
r 
k
n
e
w
 
h
e
r 
a
nd 
pitied 
her 
silently
.
 
W
h
e
n
 
H
ele
n
's 
m
()th",>:: oJ.'..~
, 
'Úle 
great 
hou
se
 
w
a
s 
sold 
-
e
v
e
rything 
w
e
n
t; 
th
e 
d
ogs, 
th
e h
o
rse
s, 
th
e 
c
a
rs, th
e L
ouis X
IV
 
fu
rnishings. 
H
ele
n
 
sh
o
w
ed 
n
o
 
signs 
of 
lo
ss, 
he
r 
fa
ce 
re
m
ain
ed 
set in its 
chilled 
lin
es, he
r 
eyes 
w
e
re
 the 
sa
m
e
 gray. 
N
o 
o
utw
ard 
ch
a
nges 
m
a
rk
ed th
e 
gre
at 
w
a
v
c
 
of 
tragedy 
th
at 
h
ad 
c
ra
sh
ed 
o
v
e
r 
h
e
r. 
F
o
r 
w
h
e
n
 H
ele
n
 10st h
e
r 
m
o
ther
,
 
sh
e 10st 
th
e 
la
st 
p
e
rso
n
, 
frol11 
th
e 
m
illions 
oí 
people 
o
n
 
th
e 
e
al'th, 
w
h
o
 lo v
ed h
el'. 
*
 
*
 ~: 
*
 
*
 
*
 
*
 
*
 
*
 
W
h
e
n
 H
ele
n
 
sto
od in the do
ol'w
ay 
oí 
h
e
r 
Su
m
m
e
r 
ho
m
e
 
in
 
CO
ldpost, 
sh
c 
fclt 
a
n
 
e
m
 b
ryo 
ru
sh 
of 
p
ain
 
in 
her 
bl'east. 
"The 
la
st 
tim
e 
1 
u
nlocked 
this 
door
,
 
m
oth
e
r 
stood 
b
ehind 
m
e
,
 
w
aiting 
to 
se
e
 
in
.
 
Th
e la
st 
tim
e
, 
sh
e 
sl11elt 
th
e 
m
u
sti-
n
ess 
of 
th
e 
clo
sed 
h
o
u
se 
w
ith 
m
e
, 
a
nd 
6
-
Q 
w
a1ked 
about the 
ro
o
m
s 
m
aking H
tt1e X
's 
o
n
 
the 
du
st-c
o
ated 
furniture 
w
ith 
her 
finger
.
 
T
he 
last 
tim
e, 
she 
he1ped 
m
e
 
1ift the 
w
hite, tim
e-pow
dered sheets from
 
the 
chairs, 
a
nd 
c
a
ught 
the 
pine-sw
eet 
1inens 
a
s 
1 
stood 
o
n
 
a 
ladder, 
fiinging 
them
 
into 
her 
opened 
a
rm
s. 
T
he 
1ast 
tim
e 
.
.
.
.
.
.
.
.
.
 
"
 
T
he 10st
,
 10ne1y, 
e
m
pty w
eight of pain 
again 
stirred 
at 
the depths 
of her heart
,
 
a
nd 
she 
sighed 
a
s 
she 
m
ade 
a 
funny, 
c
ro
oked 
X
 
o
n
 
the 
w
indow
 
pane 
in 
the 
door. 
She picked 
up her 1uggage, piece 
by piece
,
 
a
nd 
set it inside the door, 
a
nd 
then 
she 
did 
a 
strange 
thing. 
H
elen 
c10sed 
the 
door 
quick1y 
a
nd 
10cked 
it. 
T
he 
sn
ap 
of 
the 
lo
ck 
ra
n
 
through 
the 
hou
se
, 
e
choing 
the 
fear 
that 
suddenly 
posse
ssed 
her. 
In 
her 
te
rro
r, 
she 
had 
10cked o
u
t the lovely, c
alm
 day
,
 so
 flooded 
w
ith 
su
n
shine 
a
nd gay, 
m
a
ckeral 
clouds, 
sh
e had 
shut herself 
off from
 
the happi-
n
e
ss of the birds a
nd bright flow
ered hills, 
the dark, 
c
o
ol 
w
o
ods, 
a
nd the 
ro
a
r 
of the 
s
u
rf 
beyond. 
She 
w
a
s 
isolated 
in 
a 
w
o
r1d 
of 
dusty 
m
e
m
o
ries, 
a
nd 
a
s 
she 
sa
nk into the big 
chair before the 
chilled 
firep1ace, 
a 
cloud 
of 
w
hite dust puffed 
up 
from
 
the 
shapeless 
sheets that 
c
o
v
e
red it. 
T
hen 
she 
fell 
into 
e
xhausted 
sleep 
a
nd 
the bright 
w
o
r1d 
o
u
tside fell 
as1eep 
w
ith 
her
.
 H
e1en 
spent long hours 
cleaning 
a
nd 
straightening 
the 
ho
u
se. 
H
er 
m
other's 
ro
o
m
 
re
m
ained lo
cked, for 
she hoped 
to 
keep her 
m
e
m
o
ry im
priso
n
ed there. 
T
he 
guest 
ro
o
m
 
a
nd lo
ng
,
 pine-knotted dining 
ro
o
m
 
w
e
re
 
shut off, 
a
nd, 
w
hen 
at 1ast the 
kitchen 
w
a
s 
shining 
a
nd 
frag
ra
n
t 
w
ith 
the 
clean 
sm
ell 
of 
so
ap, 
a
nd the den had 
been 
s
w
ept 
u
ntil great 
clouds 
of 
choking 
dust 
spilled 
from
 
the 
rugs, 
H
elen 
s
at 
dow
n 
to 
re
st 
o
n
 
a 
hard
,
 
straight 
H
ttle 
French 
chai1' 
that 
had 
been 
her 
m
other's. 
She 
propped 
her 
elbow
s 
o
n
 
the 
chai1"s 
a
rm
s 
a
nd 
clasped her 
hands 
u
nder 
her 
chino 
From
 
the 
great 
bay 
w
indow
 she co
u1d 
se
e
 stretched before her 
a 
c
o
m
plete 
three 
dim
ensional 
c
a
n
v
a
s. 
For 
there 
lay 
the 
se
a
, 
w
ith 
a 
sullen 
sm
irk 
o
n
 its H
ps, 
a
s gray 
a
nd 
c
u
r1ing 
a
s 
the sm
oke of Tim
e. 
.
 A
nd from
 it sprang 
the 
bosom
s 
of 
the 1and, 
slate 
a
nd 
firm
 
in 
the drugged 
su
n
's 
gaze. 
T
here 
w
a
s 
n
o
 
so
u
nd; 
n
o
 leaf quivered; 
the 
sa
nds 
at 
the 
se
a
 's 
th1'oat 
w
e
re
 
silent, 
m
otion1ess. 
H
elen 
picked 
up 
a 
thin, 
leather-
backed 
book 
f1'om
 
the 
coffee 
tab1e 
a
nd 
began to 
re
ad in the u
n
c
e
rtain light: 
D
o 
w
e
 
e
v
e
r 
u
nderstand 
those 
w
ith 
w
hom
 w
e
 /tave b
e
e
n
 ca
st? C
an w
e
 disting-
uis/t 
a
 l
.o
ok in
 tIte depths 
of o
u
r m
other's 
eyes? 
W
e /tave 
stirred in
 the darkness 
of 
/ter w
o
m
b
.
 W
e /tave s
u
ckled the m
ilk from
 
/ter 
brea
st 
a
nd been 
c
re
ated through her 
pass ion, but 
ca
n
 
w
e
 fathom
 
her laughter 
a
nd her tears, /ter sa
vage 
m
o
ods of bitter-
ness? 
T/te 
flesh 
w
ith 
w
hich 
w
e
 
s
uffer 
a
nd 
w
o
rk, 
share 
longings, 
is 
as 
lost 
to 
u
s, 
as 
strange 
as 
the 
w
ind to 
the 
e
a
rth's 
body
.
 
It is 
a
 foreign, 
w
hirling, 
e
scaping 
elem
ent 
so 
intangible 
that 
n
o
 fingers 
of 
thought 
ca
n
 grasp it a
nd hold it. 
W
ords 
a
re
 
the 
m
e
re
 
tokens 
of 
deceit, 
for 
the 
draughty 
m
ind 
s
eldom
 
speaks 
w
hat 
it 
believes, 
n
o
r 
c
a
n
 it be 
w
illed 
to 
do 
so. 
W
e 
a
re
 
tw
isted 
c
re
atures, forever 
w
o
rk-
ing 
to 
elude 
a
n
alysis, 
fearing 
c
apture, 
n
e
v
e
r allow
ing for 
o
n
e
 pulse 
of Tim
e the 
c
o
m
plete giving 
o
v
e
r of o
u
r so
ul's depths. 
W
e 
a
re
 
too 
intricate 
to 
form
ulate; 
o
u
r 
fancies
,
 
too 
s
w
ift 
for 
u
nderstanding. 
W
hat in the 
strange bodies that cloak 
o
'u
r 
rnisty drearns 
m
akes u
s 
w
hat w
e
 
a
re? 
Is it th
e
 innate qualities of o
u
r a
n
ce
stors? 
The 
landing 
of 
a
 
D
utchm
an 
in 
N
ew
 
H
cw
en
,
 
of 
a
 
Frenchm
an 
o
n
 
Florida's 
t/turnb, tIte 
w
him
 of a
 bourgeois G
erm
an, 
the 
sin 
of 
a
n
 E
nglish 
co
u
sin? 
Is it the 
sad, 
c
o
nfused 
blood 
in
 
o
u
r 
veins, 
the 
7
-
±
&
 
J 
& • 
F 
c
ro
oked 
n
o
se 
a
nd 
sn
a
rting 
tips 
o
n
 
o
u
r 
faces? 
Is 
it 
the 
m
e
m
o
ry 
of 
a
 
c
ru
el 
flesh. 
H
er face re
m
ained the sa
m
e
-
tau
t 
as 
stretched gray 
rubber, im
m
ovable
.
 
u
n
cte 
o
r 
a
 
baw
dy 
street 
scen
e 
O
T 
the 
pictures 
in 
o
u
r 
n
u
rseries? 
Is 
it 
the 
hurtting know
tedge 
of 
sin a
nd bad dream
s 
that 
casts 
o
u
r fum
bting feet into the rets 
of the Toad? 
The 
storm
 
before 
her 
tore 
at 
the 
house like a
m
ad w
o
m
a
n
, pulling splinters 
of 
w
o
od 
from
 
the 
sills 
a
nd 
slates 
of 
shingles from
 
the 
ro
of. 
It 
ro
a
red 
a
nd 
W
e 
c
ry w
ith the dying su
n
 a
nd taugh 
in 
a
 
storm
's 
fury. 
W
e 
spit 
at 
o
u
r 
friend's feet 
a
nd etevate to the dignity 
of 
saints tite 
strange m
m
ions w
e pass o
n
 the 
streets. 
W
e 
km
 
tite 
tove 
in 
o
u
r 
m
is-
tress's breast 
a
nd drop to bottom
tess pits 
w
lten 
a
 
face 
refuses 
to 
return 
a
 
sm
ite. 
W
e 
thrash 
through 
tife, 
hurting, 
hating, 
toving 
o
u
rsetves, btind to 
w
hat 
w
e
 
a
re
, 
e
x
atted in w
hat w
e
 seem
. 
A
nd w
e
 n
e
v
e
r 
sc
re
a
m
ed 
its 
in sa
n
e
 
so
ng 
a
nd 
suddenly 
the 
skies turned 
o
v
e
r 
a
nd 
w
ept 
sad tears 
o
nto the land
.
 
G
reat 
so
rro
w
s 
se
nt the
se 
teal'S 
to 
flood 
the 
e
a
rth's 
m
ajestic path
s 
a
nd drow
n those 
c
ries 
of frightened 
m
e
n
 
that 
a
re
 
so
 
stifling in 
a 
calm
o 
T
he 
ru
sh 
a
nd pow
er of this 
m
ighty c
a
n
v
a
s e
ngulfed 
the 
se
a
, 
stirring 
the 
loose 
flesh 
at 
its 
bottom
, 
a
nd 
sw
ept the lands to
w
ard 
the 
se
a
. 
know
 
o
u
r dearest brothers
.
 
know
 
o
u
rsetves. 
W
e 
n
e
v
e
r 
There 
w
a
s 
a low
, 
troubled 
c
o
ugh 
of 
thunder, 
a
nd the 
c
a
n
v
a
s 
o
n
 the bay w
in-
dow
 began to 
sw
ay back 
a
nd forth, 
Ieft 
a
nd right, a 
c
ra
zy w
hirl of blurred shapes 
a
nd 
so
u
nds. 
The 
w
ind 
sco
oped 
J!re;lt~ 
handfuls 
of~ 
f.<><>.Tn 
trom
 
the 
sea. 
H
ow
 
a
ngry 
a
nd black that 
sullen 
se
a
 had n
o
w
 
becom
e! 
It 
w
a
s 
being 
m
o
cked 
by 
its 
terrible 
brother, 
the 
w
ind, 
a
nd 
it 
w
a
s 
n
o
w
 
broiling 
in 
its 
fathom
s, 
c
alling 
a 
death 
c
ry to the 
n
e
w
ly 
ruffied headlands. 
The 
heavens 
turned 
a 
poisoned 
green, 
6carred 
w
ith long, 
ugly 
streaks of lightn-
ing, 
a
nd 
the 
w
hole 
c
a
n
v
a
s 
becam
e 
a 
dem
ented dance 
of 
w
ind, 
w
ater, 
electric-
ity. 
H
elen 
sat, 
frozen 
in 
a 
m
o
od 
of 
fascinated 
aw
e. 
H
er long fingers 
clutch-
ed 
the 
a
rm
 
of 
the 
sm
all 
chair, pressing 
the gold 
ring 
o
n
 her little finger into the 
In 
o
n
e
 
great 
clím
ax, 
the 
thund
e
r 
cym
bals clashed a
nd the lightning 
re
v
e
al
-
ed a finale of a w
o
rld, subdued a
nd bruis-
ed, kneeling before its G
od. 
R
elen 
sat 
v
e
ry 
stilI, her hands 
cla
sp
-
ed 
lim
ply 
in 
her 
Iap, 
breathing 
hard
.
 
The sky w
a
s n
o
w
 the 
rl"A
11=
.fc 
w
'lI1tel' blu
e 
a
nO
 
m
 
the peaCe 
a
nd 
stillness that follow
 
a11 
of Tim
e's 
storm
s 
there 
w
a
s 
a 
steady 
drip 
of 
rain from
 
the 
c
o
w
ed branche
s 
of 
the 
living
.
 
N
ow
,
 
like 
so
rn
e
 
repentant 
a
rtist, stealing into his studio in the young 
hours of the m
o
rning to m
ix a lovely c
olo
r 
for the lips 
of his portrait 
-
the portrait 
that he has 
so
 
ru
efully 
n
eglected 
-
th
e 
su
n
 
c
rept 
along 
the 
horizon, 
~eaving 
tracks 
of 
ruby bands 
after it
.
 
T
he 
c
a
n
-
v
a
s 
w
a
s 
glow
ing 
a
nd hopeful 
a
nd 
c
alm
 
again
,
 
a
nd 
tw
o jagged 
stream
s 
of 
tears 
c
ut thl'ough the frozen face 
of 
a 
w
o
m
a
n
 
W
ho h?d 5\'!~D 
a
nd learned 
a great thing. 
-
8
-
